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Chats With the Editor 


Teasing Sisters and Baby 
Sitting on Sabbath 


Q. What shall 1 do when my sisters make 
fun of me? Roberta, Oregon. 


A. Laugh. Nothing stops teasing so fast 
as a good hearty laugh! 

One thing for sure. Don’t ever get angry. 
Never shout back, “I’m going to tell on 
you.” and don’t say, “Someday you'll be 
sorry for this.” 

No doubt someday they will be. But 
right now, every angry word, every little 
pout, every falling tear, just makes your 
sisters gloat. Ha, ha, ha! 

Teasing didn’t start with your sisters. 
These have been people who teased right 
down since the beginning of time. Think 
of all the mean things people said about 
Jesus. But what did Jesus do? Get mad? 
The Bible says that Jesus, when He “was 
reviled, reviled not again; when he suffered, 
he threatened not” (1 Peter 2:23). 

There is a delicious text in Romans 12: 
20. Read it! “If thine enemy hunger, feed 
him; if he thirst, give him drink; for in 
so doing thou shalt heap coals of fire on 
his head.” 

What fun you'll have doing what this 
text says! Next time your sisters are mean, 
you figure out some way to be nice to them. 
Will that ever burn them up! They will 
be so ashamed of being mean when you’re 
so nice. Your kindness will burn all the 
meanness right out of them. 

It would be a good idea, too, to have a 
quiet little talk with mother. It just may 
be that you are doing something that an- 
noys your sisters—something you shouldn’t 
do and don’t know about. Mother may 
have been waiting for a good opportunity 
to tell you, and will appreciate your giving 
her a chance. 

Sisters can have such happy times. You'll 
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be together only a few years. Do every- 
thing you can to make them pleasant. 


Q. Would it be wrong to baby-sit on 
Friday night if it is not a steady job and 
if I use the money for the church?—Bon- 
nie, Age 13, Michigan. 


A. When you baby-sit for wages you 
are a maidservant, and the fourth com- 
mandment says that maidservants must not 
work on Sabbath. 

Your letter says this is not a steady jo 
Let me ask you a question. Is it all righ 
to sin if you don’t make a habit of it? 

You say you would be willing to use 
the money you earn for the church. 

I fear there are a lot of people in the 
church doing this very thing, Bonnie. They 
are working on the Sabbath and then turn- 
ing the money into the church, thinking 
that that makes the working all right. 

In Deuteronomy 23:18 Moses told the 
people that if they earned money by doing 
things that were wrong they were not to 
bring the money as an offering. 

If in those days God didn’t want money 
that was earned by breaking the command- 
ments, He surely doesn’t want us to give 
as offerings in these days money that we 
have earned breaking the Sabbath. 

There are some jobs that must be done 
on Sabbath, and it is not wrong to do them, 
though there is always a danger, even to 
doctors and nurses treating the sick, that 
they will forget what day it is and miss 
the blessing God wants them to have. 

But baby-sitting with the neighbor’s chil- 
dren—unless it’s a real emergency—is not a 
Sabbath job. Next time the neighbor phones 
tell her you’d be glad to come on other 
nights. 

I am very glad to see you thinking 
seriously about problems like this, and I 
know that if you pray the Lord will help 
you solve them right. 


Send your questions to Lawrence Ma 
well, JUNIOR GUIDE, Washington 12, D.C. 
Be sure to give your full name, your ad- 
dress, and your age. 


Your friend, 


on Wawel 





When the 


DEVIL Was BUSY 
in the Cowshed 


By LLEVELLYS MILLER 


oe. the brown horse in the dairy barn, 
switched his tail impatiently, shifted his 
weight from one back foot to the other, 
then sighed and settled down again to wait. 

It was Sabbath morning at the Fulton 
Missionary College on the Fiji Islands, and 
most of the regular dairy boys were off for 
the day. Some of the students on duty were 
quite new at the job and didn’t know 
exactly what to do. No one wanted to be 
late for Sabbath school, but time was pass- 
ing rapidly, and still the work was not 
finished. 


Tall, quiet Parmeesh, one of the regular 


boys, was in charge, and somehow the crew 

reached the last few cows to be milked. 
A telephone rang in the home of the 
preceptor of the boys’ dormitory. The voice 
at the other end said, “I hear that there was 
quite a fight in the dairy this morning. Two 
boys from your dormitory were involved. It 
appears that Sione punched Parmeesh. 
There’s quite a bit of bad feeling around.” 
To page 18 


When Parmeesh asked Ata for the stool, Ata got up, 
stalked over, and shoved Parmeesh against the cow. 
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“Come along with me!” Jack looked around, startled. A policeman was gripping him by the shoulder. 


How Sad Jack Became Happy Jack 


By INEZ STORIE CARR 


p. blue jeans dusty and torn, crawled 
out from under the porch where he and 
his brothers had been playing Indian. He 
noticed that someone was talking to his fa- 
ther—who was sitting on the porch steps— 
and edged stealthily over to what the In- 
dians called their cave. He wriggled his slim 
body through and got set to make an attack 
on his father. (These attacks usually ended 


with Jack, legs dangling, sitting on the 
porch with daddy's arm around him. 

But this time it did not turn out that wa! 
When Neighbor Smith saw the Indian’s 
head and shoulders emerge from the “cave,” 
he jokingly remarked to Jack’s father, 
“That’s the meanest boy you got, Joe, I can 
see by his eyes that the devil has already 
speared him.” 








{union cum is published and printed every Wednesday by the Review and Herald Publishin 


A. Second-class postage paid z Washi 
Assn., Washi: 


4 {| JUNIOR GUIDE 


Assn., Washington 


D.C. Copyright, Review and Herald Publishing 


1959, 


ington 12, 

















Have you ever noticed that when a car 
comes to a crossroads, half a dozen words on 
a signpost can turn that car into one road or 
another? That's the way it was with Jack 
that day. He let those few words the neigh- 
bor said turn his life down the wrong road. 

As though a real, live Indian had shot him 
with a poisoned arrow, he dodged back into 
the “cave.” “So I’m mean, am I? I’m the 
meanest boy dad’s got.” His thoughts raced 


ind. 


: | | @: and a sad, pitiful idea developed in his 
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He crawled out of the cave and went into 
his mother’s bedroom, picked up mother’s 
mirror, and stared into it. He drew his dark 
eyebrows down and scowled. 

“If I’m mean, then I'll look mean and I'll 
be mean,” he muttered. He was ten years old 
at the time. 

And from then on, he began to change. 
That untrue thought, repeated over and over 
in his mind, was becoming a true fact. 

Jack was no longer happy. With his face 
hid behind a book, he would practice some 
tricks that a little gang of unhappy boys at 
the village school told him about. His tricks 
disturbed the teacher and gave Jack a black 
eye now and then from other members of 
his gang, but Jack kept on doing them. On 
the ball field everyone seemed to be able to 
hit the ball at least part of the time, but 
lately Jack missed almost every time. A miss 
used to be a jolly part of the game, but now 
it would make Jack bitter. He was, by now, 
eleven. 

What fun bicycle racing used to be! His 
brothers still enjoyed it, but unhappy Jack 
felt an urge to twist his wheel just enough 
to upset Jimmy when he passed him. And 
whether Jimmy fell off or not, Jack still felt 
miserable. 

“Boys,” Jack’s daddy said one morning at 
breakfast, “how would you like to move to 
Keene, Texas?” 

“Oh, what fun that would be! When do 


@: start?” thirteen-year-old Jerry shouted, 
ps 


etting a glass of milk in his excitement. 

Mom looked at Jack. This move had 
really been planned with unhappy Jack in 
mind, for last night, after all was quiet and 
everyone was supposed to be asleep, daddy 
had said, “Mom, why do you suppose our 
Jack is so moody? I’ve been wondering 


whether it would help him if we moved 
away from here into a new place.” Mom 
said she had been thinking along the same 
line too. “How about moving to Keene?” 
she asked. 

And that was how it happened that one 
sunny day in early September the Mondy 
family moved into a house in the outskirts 
of the town of Keene. But it was not a 
change of town that Jack needed. What he 
needed was a change in his thinking. 

At worship the first morning in Keene, 
while the packing boxes stood high in the 
center of the room, daddy read from the 
well-worn Bible, prayed, and then turned to 
the boys and said, “Boys, this is a good place 
to be. It will be easier for all of us to be 
good Christians here if we keep our 
thoughts in right channels, for as a man 
‘thinketh in his heart, so is he.’” 

Jack lowered his head and looked at his 
father from the corner of his eye. He was 
quite sure that little speech was aimed at 
him. Conflicting emotions jostled one 
another in his mind. Later, as he finished 
dressing for school, he muttered to himself, 
“I’m mean. How can I be what daddy wants 
me to be? I can’t even be happy or make 
the fellows like me. Well, perhaps I don’t 
need to be mean here. We'll see.” He 
pulled the second shoe on. 

Moving to a new place did not make a 
new boy out of Jack. Like a tiger at bay, he 
went to school, ready for a fight. His menac- 
ing look drew other boys of the same spirit, 
and soon he was part of a gang of boys as 
unhappy and misplaced as he was. All of 
them had to be mean to hold their place in 
the world. 

Four years passed. Jack was sixteen, walk- 
ing down the street, hands in his pockets 
and shoulders slumped. 

“Young man, you'd better come along 
with me.” A deep voice sounded in his ear. 
A policeman was walking behind him. 

“Aw, please, don’t put me in the locker, 
cop. It would hurt my parents terribly. 
You see, I’m the only mean one in our 
family.” 

“You and the rest of your gang are in a 
bit of difficulty,” the officer said. 

“Aw, come on. We only took the car on a 
dare.” To page 18 


As a man thinketh in his heart, so is he. 
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Chapter 9: The Honors 








By ANOBEL ARMOUR 


HIEF EDEM was determined to make his 

prisoners drink the poison bean juice, 

because his son had been killed in an ac- 
cident just before his wedding. 

Mary had helped all the prisoners to es- 
cape! They were hiding in her hut, when 
Chief Edem found where they were and 
rushed over, angrily, to seize the prisoners 
again or burn them all alive in the hut. 

“If he should burn the hut, we should all 
perish,” Mary thought in despair. But she 
kept on singing. As she sang, the voice of 
Chief Edem got louder and more angry. 

“Come to the door,” he shouted. “Let me 
look on the face of the woman who dares to 
defy me. Let me look on it for the last time. 
Let me see it once more before the flames 
eat up her hut.” 

All the prisoners were pushed into one 
corner of the hut, where they huddled in 
fear. The white missionary who was visiting 
the village prayed with them and tried to 
comfort them. Mary opened the door and 
faced Chief Edem. “I loved your son,” she 
said. “I love you, too, because you have a 
soul. I want you to walk in the light of 
God’s love. It is for you as much as for the 
prisoners that I will not give them up to 
you. 

For a moment, Chief Edem paused. Then 
he tried to push past. Mary put her hands 
against his brawny chest and pushed back. 
“You shall not come in here,” she said. 

It seemed a century before Chief Edem 
turned away. Then Mary listened to the 
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wild sounds in the night as the funeral of 
the chief's son went on. She did not attend 
because she was afraid the prisoners would 
be taken from her by some trick while she 
was away. At last Eme came to report. “The 
funeral is over,” she said. “No one has been 
sacrificed.” 

Many days passed after this tragic time. 
All the captives had long since gone back 
to their own village. Mary went on preach- 
ing and teaching. Days turned into weeks 
and weeks into months. As she had done in 
Old Town, Mary told the story of the cruci- 
fixion of Jesus Christ on each Sunday night. 

“It is a story that we can understand,” 
Eme said. “Always before we have seen 
lives taken. When you came to us we saw 
how one white Ma would put up her life to 
save many. We saw how you did not turn 
from the threat of spears nor the threat of 
fire. So it must have been with the Lord 
Man, Jesus, who died for His friends.” 

“Never forget that the Lord died for His 
friends, but that He did much more too. 
was in His power to take away the sins 
all of you when He died. That is what Jesus 
did that no white Ma nor any great chief nor 
anyone else can do,” Mary told her. “To be 
without sin, that is the great thing. I have 
saved lives, but only the Son of God can 
save souls. Ask Him to save you from all 
evil and walk in goodness all of your days.” 

Many times Mary saw Chief Edem in the 
back of the meeting. He stood stiffly and 
never came near. Then one night she saw, 
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Mary caught up with the warriors just before they reached the village they planned to attack. She 
ran in front and told them to stop. They told her to get out of their way, but she wouldn't. 


by the light of a torch, that tears were pour- 
ing down his cheeks. She prayed for him 
silently, feeling that at last he was willing to 
believe that Jesus had died for him. 

The next morning he came to her and 
knelt down. “I have come to thank you that 
you did not let me kill those prisoners on 
the night of my son’s funeral,” he said. 

“It is hard to turn from old customs,” 
Mary told him. “You must pray all the time 
that the Light will shine upon you.” 

“I will pray always,’ Chief Edem said 
humbly. 

One day, when Mary was ill, three stran- 
gers rushed in from a far village. “A man 
was killed in our village,” they told her. 
mHis brother has gone into another village 

d wounded their chief, in revenge. Even 
now they are ready to march against us. 
They will take many prisoners. They are 
stronger than we.” 

“The great white Ma is not well,” Eme 
said. 

“Only the great white Ma can help us,” 
the men said. 

“Let us go then,” Mary said. She had been 
listening to everything the men said. 


For many miles she staggered through the 
jungle at the heels of the three men. They 
showed her the village where the chief lay 
wounded. Then they faded into the shad- 
ows. Mary was ushered in to talk to the 
chief. He smiled at her while she pleaded 
with him to give up his thoughts of 
vengeance. 

“Our warriors do not fight at night,” he 
said. “Rest in a hut that we will give you for 
shelter. When the morning comes we will 
hold a palaver. If you can make us see that 
we should not fight, we will promise you 
we will not fight.” 

Mary slept very little as she tried to frame 
words to use to these bloodthirsty warriors. 
Toward morning she dozed off. An old 
woman shook her awake. “Once the great 
white Ma gave medicine to my son who 
now has a son of his own,” she said. “I am a 
friend of the great white Ma.” 

Sitting upright, Mary took the old woman 
by the shoulders. “What has happened?” 
she urged. “Tell me quickly.” She knew that 
the talk was just an old woman’s slow way 
of delaying bad news. 

“The warriors have gone,” she whispered. 
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“They did not wait for the sun and the 
palaver. They were afraid of the words of 





the great white 

But Mary was already gone, out of the hut 
and through the village. She had traveled 
quite a distance when she saw them at the 
edge of a stream. The light of the sun fell 
on muskets and spears; plumes waved above 
painted faces. She shouted. The men hur- 
ried away from her. Half running, half fall- 
ing, she followed. 
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CANDLE IN THE DARK 
By ELLEN E. MORRISON 


One night a storm raged wild outside 
And all the lights went out, each one, 
Without a sign or sound to warn 
That | would face the dark alone. 


| blundered blindly through the house 
To get a candle I could light, 

And how | welcomed that small flame 
That gleamed so bravely in the night. 


Just so, when other storms may come 
To cast our lives in darkness low, 
We find the candle of our faith 
Will guide us with its welcome glow. 


ARAXKRARAKAHKHRAARAARKKAAAAAAARHA KS FF 


They were now less than a hundred yards 
from the village they planned to attack. 
Mary ran even harder, though her heart was 
pounding against her ribs. She overtook the 
men and stepped in front of them. They 
were planning an immediate attack. She 
could tell by the way they lifted their spears 
and brought them down again, in time to 
the stomping of their feet. 

“I am your great white Ma,” she told 
them. “I have slept in the hut that you have 
given me. I have eaten from the cooking pot 
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in your village. Your children are my chil- 
dren. Now I say to you, Do what you have 
been told is right. Warriors of Christ fight 
sin. They have no other enemies.” 

Although Mary had persuaded warriors 
and chieftains to give up their cruel plans 
so often, she was always amazed for a mo- 
ment when they did so. Then she would re- 
member, “It is not my words that change 
them. It is God speaking to their hearts.” 

Now, as so often in the past, the warriors 
stopped to listen to her. She asked them 
let her go on ahead to the village. “A 
laver is better than a fight,” she said. 

“The great white Ma speaks like a 
woman,” one of the warriors muttered. 
“What does she know of the joy of battle?” 
But the others made him keep still. 

When Mary reached the village she 
found that warriors were lined up there, 
too, standing side by side, like a wall, ready 
to protect their women and children. As 
Mary approached, an old chief stepped out 
of their ranks and fell down at Mary’s feet. 
“It is not the fault of the village that the 
chief was wounded,” he said. “One of our 
men did it in anger. Now we must all 
suffer.” 

It was hard to make out why this old man 
had come to her and talked this way. Mary 
had expected to have to talk loud and long 
before she made herself understood. Then 
she recognized him. Once, a long time ago, 
she had treated him when he was ill. Poor 
food had caused his body to break out in 
sores. She had had to cut away an abscess. 
Now this long-ago act of kindness and 
mercy was making her way easier. 

“We will palaver together,” she said. 
“The warriors of your tribe will talk with 
the warriors of the other tribe. Prepare a 
fire and some food.” 

When Mary went back for the other war- 
riors she told them what the old chief had 
said. “One young man, hot with anger, 
wounded your chief,” she said. “A village 
must not be destroyed because of it. F 
one wound, although it was on the body 
your chief, you would make a hundred 
women widows. You would leave many 
small children to die alone in the jungle. 
Think on this thing. Kah, it is not good. It is 
more than not good. It is evil.” 

Sitting between the two chiefs, one from 
each tribe, Mary heard the men say the 
same words over and over. “Words are good 


To page 19 
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Why Bobby Got Well 





























































































By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 


MOTHER, may I go down and play with 
Bobby?” Ted asked one afternoon. 

“Phone his home and find out if he is 
resting,’ mother advised. So Ted _ tele- 
phoned. A few minutes later he hung up 
the receiver. 

“His mother says he can play for half an 
hour,” he reported. 

“All right, then,” mother said. “You may 
go. But be very careful not to tire him. He 
is a lot better these days than he has been, 
but he still has to be very careful. Don’t stay 
too long.” 

Ted bounced out the front door and 
down the street. Mother sighed as she 
thought of the many months poor Bobby 
had been forced to lie in bed. He had sud- 
denly come down with rheumatic fever, and 
had had to remain quiet day after day while 
his playmates romped in the sun. Mother 
was glad that Bobby and Ted were pals; 
Ted needed a friend like Bobby. Ted was 
impulsive and needed the quiet, placid 
Bobby to calm him down. And Bobby was a 
fine Christian; mother never worried that 
bad words or unkind actions would mar the 
boys’ fun. 

Bobby and Ted played often together. 
Then one day Ted came home with great 
news. “Mother, guess what!” he said, burst- 
ing into the room where mother was 
sewing. 

“I couldn’t possibly guess, so you tell me,” 
mother replied. 

“Bobby is going to get well!” 

“That's wonderful, dear. Now suppose 
you sit down and tell me what the doctor 
said, and everything.” To page 17 
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Ted bounced into the room and startled mother by 
saying, “Bobby will get well. The Bible says so.” 
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He didn’t wait around for people to help him 


Edward Got What He Wanted 


By VIVIAN PRESTON 


OUNG Edward Bok stood in front of a 

bakery shop hungrily eyeing the pies, 
cakes, cookies, and bread. The baker came 
out and scanned the display critically, then 
said to Edward, “Looks good, doesn’t it?” 

“It would—through a clean window,” 
Edward answered. 

He got the job of keeping the window 
clean. Soon he was helping in the store 
and taking home some of the merchandise 
as part of his salary. 

Edward was a Dutch boy who came to 
America with his parents when he was very 
young. Without knowing English, he and 
his brother were enrolled in a public school. 
Their classmates laughed at them for the 
funny mistakes they made. They found their 
mistakes funny, too, and their classmates 
soon stopped teasing them. 

Their mother had never had to do her 
own housework in Holland. In America she 
found life without servants very difficult. 
Her sons saw her struggle with the house- 
hold chores and did all they could to help 
her. 

Edward delivered papers and soon began 
supplying to the newspaper editor—for pay 
—the names of everyone who attended 
social gatherings in his neighborhood. Since 
these people were subscribers to the paper 
they liked to find their names in print. 

Near Edward’s home the horsecar ran to 
Coney Island. Edward watched the car men 
jump from the car for a drink of water be- 
fore the long haul up the hill. It gave him 
an idea. 

The next day when the car slowed down, 
Edward scrambled aboard with a pail of ice 
water and three shiny glasses. He politely 
offered the motorman a drink of water. He 
accepted eagerly. Then Edward sold ice wa- 
ter to the passengers for a penny a glass. 
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Word soon spread and Edward had com- 
petition. But he was ready. The next day 
he called, “Lemonade! Get your lemonade 
here. Two cents a glass!” 

Wanting to help out financially at home, 
Edward left school when he was thirteen 
years old. He started his business career as 
an office boy. Although he no longer at- 
tended school he didn’t want his education 
to stop. He went to the public library to 
read. By saving his lunch money, walking 
home from work, and denying himself 
many little pleasures, he was able to buy 
himself a set of encyclopedias. It encour- 
aged him to find that many of the men he 
read about in the library were self-educated 
and had limited opportunities. 

He decided to write to General Garfield 
to ask if it was true that he had once been a 
boy on a towpath, guiding the mules that 
pulled a barge on a canal. The general re- 
plied with a warm letter. Thus encouraged, 
Edward decided to write to other famous 
men telling them of his problem of self- 
education. Sometimes, instead, he asked fa- 
mous people why they had decided the way 
they did in some situation the newspapers 
had said a lot about. 

A friend, seeing one of Edward’s letters, 
said, “Why don’t you see if a newspaper 


about these letters you have received?” 

Edward thought the suggestion was a 
good one, and soon a reporter was visiting 
his home. An article was published about 
his collection. Other newspapers became 
interested and they, too, gave news space 
to his hobby. 

Many of these famous people visited 
New York City frequently. Since Edward 


would be interested in printing an ="@ 


lived in Brooklyn it was a simple matter for ~ 


him to call where they were staying. He 








approached President Garfield, President 
Hayes, General Sherman, and General 
Grant, among others. All of them received 
him kindly and were interested in his boy- 
ish problems. 
One company gave away pictures of fa- 
mous people to everyone who bought their 
product. Edward wondered why they did 
not print a little biography on the back of 
each picture. He went to the head of the 
a owe with the idea, and the company 
offered him ten dollars apiece for one hun- 
dred biographies one hundred words long. 
The biographies were used so quickly Ed- 
ward had to get his brother and friends to 
help him. 

During this time Edward attended busi- 
ness college at night and studied shorthand. 
He received an opportunity to report 
speeches by famous people for a newspaper. 

One evening the reporters were placed in 
front of Rutherford B. Hayes, then Presi- 
dent of the United States. They as well as 
the guests were served wine. Edward did 
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not drink, and so he asked the waiter to 
please remove the glass so he would have 
more room to write. The speeches of the 
other speakers he was able to take down in 
shorthand, but President Hayes spoke too 
rapidly. Edward did not want to fail on his 
assignment, so after dinner he asked the 
President for a copy of his speech. 

The President eyed him keenly. “Why 
did you ask the waiter to remove your glass, 
boy?” 

“I don’t drink, sir.” Edward looked him 
straight in the eye. 

“I hope you never will, son. Here’s the 
speech.” 

Edward sat up until late that night copy- 
ing the speech so he could return it to the 
President the next morning. Edward’s news- 
paper was the only one that carried the 
President's talk. 

Whenever he had the chance, Edward 
worked at editing and publishing. In part- 
nership with a friend of his he put out a 

To page 17 


“Your cakes and loaves would look better through a clean window,” Edward told the baker calmly. 
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The Launching of the Sec: 


RANDPA HOLDEN was a good-tem- 

pered man and rarely got disgusted 
about anything. But when Grandpa Holden 
did get disgusted—well, he really was dis- 
gusted! Right now, there was no mincing 
matters. Grandpa Holden was disgusted. 

He threw down the Morning Star and 
glared at every member of the Holden fam- 
ily in turn. After everyone had been in 
suspense for three minutes, he exploded. 

“What on earth is this world coming to! 
Bill, you read this! Get an eyeful of it. And 
while you're reading it out loud to your 
mother and father and your brother and sis- 
ter, I'll go get you something else to read.” 

He shuffled off into the den, his slippers 
sounding about three sizes too large for 
him. They weren't really. It was just 
Grandpa Holden’s way of walking when he 
got disgusted. 

Bill read aloud from the Morning Star: 

“An eight-year-old boy, James Moore, was 
critically burned Thursday when a home- 
made rocket, built by two teen-age boys, 
was launched near his home. The rocket 
sheered off course after soaring upward for 
a short distance, and landed almost on top 
of the child where he was playing on his 
tricycle in his parents’ yard. Flames from 
the rocket set fire to his clothes. The fright- 
ened child ran, screaming, to his parents, 
and was badly burned before his father 
could extinguish the flames.” 

Bill dropped the Morning Star. He 
glanced sheepishly at Glenn and shrugged 
his shoulders. Sandra noticed the sly smile 
that passed between the two boys, but said 
nothing about it. She guessed the boys were 
just making fun of grandpa, and maybe they 
had a right to. After all, James Moore wasn’t 
grandpa’s grandson, so why should he get so 
het up about him? 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


The secret rocket started out fine, climbing fast. Be 
sure to read the story to see what happened next! 
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By S R. bog 


Father looked at mother. “Grandpa’s 
right to get angry about this,” he told her. 
“The little child wasn’t safe even in his own 
back yard, minding his own business. There 
should be a law against boys mixing up a 
lot of dangerous stuff and letting it blast off 
into mid-air.” 

Grandpa Holden came back and sat in 
his sturdy old rocker with a satisfied plump. 
“Here it is,” he said, triumphantly. “Two 
of them in one paper.” He almost shouted. 
“Just imagine!” 

With a flourish he turned to the right 
column and read about a boy who had 
blown off two fingers while experimenting 
with his rocket. Then on the next page he 
read another item about a girl who might 
lose the sight of her eyes because a boy’s 
rocket had blown up close to her when she 
was walking through a quiet side street. 
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“How many sensible people are letting 
their kids turn their homes into miniature 
Cape Canaverals?” he demanded of no one 
in particular. “It’s just like 1 heard father 
say to you, Mother,” he went on exploding. 


| “There ought to be a law.” 
} Bill squirmed and so did Glenn. And they 
' were greatly relieved when they found a 


chance to slip out of the dining room before 
anyone noticed how red their faces were. 

When they got outside, well toward the 
woodshed, they rolled on the ground with 
laughter. “Fancy dad saying that about there 
being a law, when we've got our own pri- 
vate Cape Canaveral right in his woodshed 
and he doesn’t know a thing about it!” Bill 
laughed. 

“I thought I'd burst,” Glenn said. “Isn’t 
it funny how grownups lay down the law 
about other people’s children when they 
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don’t know half the time what their own are 
doing!” 

The boys shrieked with laughter until they 
could laugh no more, and then they sat 
quietly for a while, waiting to make sure the 
coast was Clear. 

All the equipment for the rocket was 
carefully stored away on a piece of plywood 
that their father had put up on the beams 
of the woodshed. It wouldn’t warp there, 
he had told Bill and Glenn, and someday it 
would come in handy. The boys were glad 
that it hadn’t come in handy yet, for from 
below no one would ever guess what was 
lying on top of that wood. 

As soon as the boys heard Mrs. Holden 
and Sandra making a clatter in the kitchen 
with the supper dishes, they hurried into the 
woodshed and took down all the “makings.” 
They knew that their father and grand- 
father would be deeply engrossed with the 
newscast on television and discussing the 
stock exchange news and the Middle-East 
situation. Yes, every member of the Holden 
family was well taken care of for at least 
half an hour and quite possibly for a full 
hour. The boys could always shuffle the 
barrel over the floor and climb up and put 
the “stuff” away and begin whittling be- 
tween the time they heard the kitchen door 
squeak and the time someone could reach 
the woodshed. They were quite sure of this 
because they had had loads of experience 
getting the stuff hidden. 

And so they got it all out and went to 
work. To make the story complete I should 
tell you what the boys used to make their 
rocket, their very secret rocket. But some- 
how, I feel it is wisest and safest to let the 
ingredients of the secret rocket remain 
secret forever. 

The next evening after Grandpa Hol- 
den’s outburst, the secret rocket was ready 
to be launched. Not a detail had been for- 
gotten. There wasn’t a question in the 
world about its being successful. Bill and 
Glenn were itching for school to be out. 
They had planned to do the launching, very 
privately, after supper. If the rocket made 
much fuss going up, well, it would be too 
late then for mother and dad and grandpa 
to “blow their tops.” All they’d be able to 
do would be to stand there on the lawn 
with admiration shining from their faces, 
wondering why on earth they hadn't re- 
alized before that their sons were genuine 
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Plenty to Get Excited About 


K. H. MEAD, Victoria MV Secretary, reporting 


Excitement ran high recently among the 
Pathfinders in Victoria, Australia. Two of 
their counselors were getting married! And 
when the big day came the Pathfinders 
formed a guard of honor for the bride and 
groom, Elaine and Cedric Chammings. 

There are other things to get Pathfinders 
excited, too, in the great land down under. 
Commenting on the rapid development of 
the clubs in Victoria during the last twelve 
months, a youth leader recently com- 
mented: “It’s amazing! It’s spreading like 
a prairie fire! Why, a short time ago we had 
only four Pathfinder Clubs, now we have 


18. And just to think, there are at least 150 
counselors, directors, and instructors wit 
almost 600 Pathfinders in Victoria today.” 

At year end Pastor R. A. Vince, Aus- 
tralasian youth leader, and Pastor L. C. 
Coombe, union conference MV secretary, 
will be present at a Victoria state-wide 
camporee that will be held on private prop- 
erty in the midst of magnificent hiking 
country and a superb stretch of coast line. 
Five hundred Pathfinders are expected to be 
present. 

Plenty for Pathfinders to get excited 
about? In Australia, there certainly is! 
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WIZARD WITH WORDS 


By MERLE ZANE BAGLEY 


Wien you are not sure what a word 
means, where do you look? In the dic- 
tionary, of course. Every time you look into 
one remember to be thankful to a man 
named Noah Webster who lived two 
hundred years ago. This year (1959) the 
Government has issued a four-cent stamp 
to honor him. 

Noah was born in 1758 and lived on a 
farm in Connecticut. He was such a good 
student that at the age of twenty he was 
graduated from Yale University. He began 
teaching in small-town schools and at the 
same time worked hard preparing books 
on words, searching everywhere to get the 
right meanings. Only a few men, like 
Dr. Samuel Johnson in England, had ever 
worked on making a dictionary, and Noah 
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did not have many books to get help from. 

But within three years he published a 
book called the Blue-Backed Speller. It 
was in three parts—a spelling book, a 
grammar, and a reader. It sold very well, 
for people were eager to get copies. 

Noah also studied law and became a 
lawyer at the age of twenty-three. While 
practicing law he continued to work with 
words, this time preparing The American 
Dictionary of the English Language. He 
went to France and finished the manuscript 
at Cambridge, England, twenty years later. 
It was in two volumes and was published 
in 1828. 

Mr. Webster was not satisfied with it. 
By 1840 he had completed a second edition, 
with an appendix. He did not live to see this 
printed, however, but it was finished and 
published by friends after he died. 

Since then his dictionary has been re- 
vised and enlarged many times. The revisions 
are still called Webster’s though some of 
them would seem strange to Noah Webster 
if he saw them. Certainly, as father of the 
American dictionary, Mr. Webster is worthy 
of having a stamp in his honor. 

By the way, don’t get Noah Webster 
mixed up with Daniel Webster. There are 
two famous Websters in early American his- 
tory, and it was words that made both of 
them so well known. But while Noah was 
arranging words into a dictionary, Daniel 
was arranging them into great speeches, 
many of which he delivered in Congress. 
They were not brothers; they were not 
related at all. 
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The Launching of the Secret 
Rocket 


From page 13 


scientists who would one day rock the 
world with their discoveries. Rock the 
world? Yes, they would certainly rock the 
world. Part of it, anyway. And much sooner 
than they thought. 

What extra fortune it was to come home 
and find a note from mom on the refrigera- 
tor door! Mom had put notes on the refrig- 
erator door for years now. She knew the place 
where her notes would most likely get at- 
tention. This note was like many of the 
others. “Have gone to Aunt Bea's for an 
hour. Will pick up the groceries on the way 
home. Stay home until I get back. Mom.” 

They could have yelled with delight. This 
was the afternoon Sandra took her music 
lesson. Dad would not be home until al- 
most six. Grandpa always went to Aunt 
Bea’s with mother. It would be at least 5:30 
before they came home. 

The boys didn’t even wait to change into 
old clothes. Time was precious. The next 
half hour was to be momentous. It took 
fifteen minutes to get everything set up in 
the back yard and it took about three more 
minutes to settle about who would do the 
countdown and who would fire the “works.” 
They had to toss a coin finally to settle the 
argument. 

TEN, NINE, EIGHT, SEVEN, SIX, 
FIVE, FOUR, THREE, T-W-O, OO— 
NN—EE, woosh! 

The secret rocket went on its way with 
an impressive blast that must have shaken 
cups and saucers on their shelves for blocks 
around. Bill and Glenn stood still, holding 
onto each other like a pair of girls when 
they get excited. They gazed with admira- 
tion and pride and awe. This is what they 
had done! It was all too wonderful. 

In a moment, the rocket sputtered vio- 
lently, jerked to the left, then to the right, 
then back to the left again, and, like a rac- 
ing demon, it charged into the Rowlands’ 
front yard next door, streaked across their 
porch, and burst through their living-room 
window. Pride and admiration disappeared. 
All that was left was stark, trembling terror. 

Bill raced to call the fire station. Glenn 
just stood, white and tight-lipped, wringing 
his hands and wishing he wasn’t a boy at all, 
and especially not a boy scientist. If he were 
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a girl, he could scream and run around like 
crazy. Being a boy, he couldn’t do a thing, 
except watch the Rowlands’ house burn up. 

Mary Lou Rowland ran from the house, 
screaming for her mother. Glenn got his 
senses back about then. He found a pail in 
the utility room and raced here and there 
dousing everything he could see with floods 
of water, but while he filled the pail each 
time, flames would lick up some other 
place. 

Mother and Grandpa Holden arrived at 
the same time as the fire engine, even 
though it wasn’t planned that way. With all 
the equipment firemen have for fighting 
fires, they were able to do a much better job 
that Bill or Glenn could have done. If the 
boys had not been so terrified at the results 
of their secret firing, they could have been 
fascinated at the expert way the men got 
that fire under control. 

Mother and Grandpa and Mary Lou and 
Mrs. Rowland were all talking about what 
wonderful bravery the boys had shown 
about protecting someone else’s property. 
There wasn’t a word in three dictionaries to 
tell what Bill and Glenn felt. 

They couldn’t go on soaking up praise 
when they really deserved to “have their 
heads read” as Grandpa Holden advised 
later when they confessed what they had 
done. The main point about the whole 
thing was this: How long would it take to 
earn enough money to buy Mrs. Rowland 
two new scatter rugs for her hardwood 
floor, a new lampshade, a rocking chair, 
window curtains, and a gold vase like the 
one the fireman smashed when he sprang 
through the window? There was a lot of 
water to be mopped up in the kitchen and 
the hall and the living room, too. 

Nothing much was said at dinner about 
the launching of the secret rocket or the 
private Cape Canaveral. Grandpa Holden 
couldn’t stand the silence longer. He 
bumped his fist on the table until the silver- 
ware jumped up at him and he said, 
“Mother, it was just like dad said. There 
should be some kind of a law, and jumping 
rattlesnakes! if you’re not going to start the 
ball rolling, then I will!” 

Bill and Glenn were mighty glad when 
dinner ended. Habit took them back to the 
woodshed. “Ever seen those ‘IT CAN HAP- 
PEN HERE’ signs on billboards?” Glenn 
asked glumly. 

Bill didn’t answer at first. Then he said, 














—s aa 





with a gulp, “Parents can’t look everywhere 
at once. We laughed about kids doing 
things right under their noses and they 
don’t even see what's going on. Seems to me 
kids would get along a whole lot better if 
they didn’t try to do things under their 
parents’ noses and get away with it. Guess 
we had to learn.” 


Why Bobby Got Well 
From page 9 


“It’s not what the doctor said, Mother. It’s 
what the Bible says.” 

“Honey, sit down, please,’ mother said, 
for Ted was bouncing around the room. 
“Now, tell me what this is all about.” 

“Bobby says that the Bible says that if the 
ministers come and pray for him, he will 
get well. So he is going to ask them to 
come. And he’s going to get well, Mother. 
Then he and I can run and play and do 
everything. . 

“The Bible does say that when one is sick, 
he can call the ministers to come and pray 
for him, Ted. But there are great responsi- 
bilities connected with such a prayer, do you 
understand that?” 

“Sure. Bobby explained that to me. He 
says that if a person is healed that way, he 
belongs especially to the Lord for all his 
life. But Bobby has already promised God 
that if He will heal him, he will serve Him 
always and always. And I will, too, Mother.” 

“Well, I think that is wonderful,” mother 
said, smiling through moist eyes. “Just 
wonderful.” 

Later, a long telephone conversation as- 
sured mother that Bobby did understand 
just what the service of anointing meant, 
and she promised Bobby’s mother that she 
would pray too that Bobby might be healed 
if it was God’s plan. 

I am sure that I don’t need to tell you the 
ending of the story. Bobby was healed. He 
had been in bed for months, yet the very 
day that he was anointed by the ministers, 
he got up and walked two city blocks. His 
fever—which had stayed high so long— 
went down at once and his temperature re- 
mained normal. 

And what about Bobby’s promise to 
God? He has kept it faithfully. He feels 
that his life belongs to God. I believe he is 
right, don’t you? 





Edward Got What He Wanted 
From page 11 


magazine. Several prominent men wrote 
for it. Other publishers in the magazine 
world wondered how so young a business- 
man could pay the high prices these authors 
usually demanded for anything they wrote. 
What they didn’t know was that these im- 
portant men respected Edward Bok so much 
they didn’t charge him anything at all. 

For a time Edward worked for a book 
publisher. He did publicity and sold ad- 
vertising. He conducted campaigns to in- 
crease the sale of books. He wrote a weekly 
column about books. He was laying the 
groundwork for his famous career. 

He was offered the editorial position of a 
woman’s magazine, The Ladies’ Home 
Journal. His friends told him not to accept. 
“That’s a woman’s job,” they said. Edward 
thought about it a long time and then de- 
cided it was the job for him. 

Columnists and cartoonists poked fun at 
him. It reminded Edward of his school days 
when he couldn’t speak English. And as 
then, he laughed, too, for all the jokes gave 
him free publicity for his magazine! 

He did much more than just edit that 
magazine. He used the profits to award 
scholarships to deserving girls and boys. He 
made up collections of pictures, both an- 
cient and modern, and had copies printed. 
He then arranged for these prints to be 
sold at church socials so the churches could 
make money. 

In his crusade for better cities he visited 
many places and took pictures of neglected 
areas. When he printed these pictures in 
his magazine a storm of protest followed. 
Other cities, fearing the spotlight would 
fall on them next, cleaned up their areas. 

He sided with the work of keeping such 
beauty spots as Niagara Falls and the Grand 
Canyon unmarred by billboards. 

During the long years he was editor he 
showed women how they could band to- 
gether to remedy bad conditions in their 
community. And he spearheaded the many 
civic improvement clubs we have today 
throughout the nation. 

Most of all he showed what a boy—even 
a poor one, who had to help his mother— 
could accomplish in life if he had high 
ideals and a worth-while goal, and was will- 
ing to work hard to reach them. 
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When the Devil was Busy 
in the Cowshed 


From page 3 


“Oh!” the dormitory preceptor answered. 
“I will see what can be done.” 

He replaced the receiver on its stand 
thoughtfully, then sent for Parmeesh and 
Sione. 

When the boys arrived they sat down as 
comfortably as possible, and the teacher 
asked Parmeesh if there had been some 
trouble. The boy needed no urging and 
launched angrily into his story. 

“I was milking the cow and I had no 
stool. That other boy was sitting on a stool, 
doing nothing, and I asked him for the 
stool. He would not give it to me, and 
when I asked him again he came and 
pushed me into the cow.” 

The teacher looked at Sione, and asked, 
“What do you have to say?” 

“Please, it was not me. It was Ata. I only 
came and tried to stop the fight,” Sione 
answered. 

“Well,” the teacher smiled, “would you 
go and find Ata, please, and bring him 
here?” 

When once again everyone was settled, 
Ata began his story. Glaring wrathfully at 
Parmeesh, he began. 

“It was raining this morning and we were 
late. That boy—” he looked hard at Par- 
meesh—“would not hurry. I told him to 
take the cans of milk to the kitchen on 
Jimmy. He said that he could not lift the 
cans onto the horse. So I told him to milk 
my cow and I would go to the kitchen. But 
this boy, he would not. So I walked to the 
horse, then I went back to the cow and 
again asked this boy to milk. But this boy 
was very slow; therefore, I told him to milk 
the cow and he would not, so I pushed him 
into the cow to make him hurry.” 

“Is this right, Parmeesh?” the teacher 
asked. 

“No, sir! This boy did not go to the horse 
to load the cans of milk. He only sat on the 
stool, and when I asked him to give me the 
stool so that I could finish my work, he 
jumped up and pushed me into the cow.” 

“Lies! Lies!” burst out Ata. 

“H-mmmmmm,” the teacher said, and 
rubbed his chin. He looked across at Ata 
and Parmeesh, who continued to cast angry 
glances at each other and to mutter 
accusingly. 
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“It seems,” the teacher began, “that at 
least you both agree that Parmeesh was 
pushed into the cow.” 

Here there was a vigorous nod from Par- 
meesh. “I think,’ he continued, “that the 
trouble was probably on both sides. Par- 
meesh was in charge of the dairy today and 
Ata had no right to boss him around. Per- 
haps, though, since Ata is a new student he 
did not understand this clearly. Maybe Par- 
meesh could have taken a minute to ex- 
plain. However, the idea of pushing some- 
one into a cow, for any reason at all, is silly. 
It is scarcely the way a Christian student 
should act. It seems that the devil has been 
very busy this morning. We had a lovely 
service last night, and today we will cele- 
brate the Lord’s Supper.” 

Both boys looked uncomfortable. Par- 
meesh was remembering what he had said 
last night when he had reconsecrated his 
life to the Lord. 

“I am sure,” the teacher went on, “that 
you both wish to enjoy this Sabbath day. I 
believe you would both be happier if this 
trouble was forgotten. Is that right?” 

The boys nodded their heads, and Sione 
looked solemn. 

“Well, there is nothing to prevent you 
both from forgiving and forgetting and 
finishing it,” remarked the teacher. 

The two boys hesitated for a moment and 
looked shyly across at each other. Then they 
both rose, shook hands, and each one said, 
“I’m sorry.” 

Glancing at his watch, the teacher ex- 
claimed, “If we do not hurry, we will be late 
for Sabbath school.” 

A little later, as he put the finishing 
touches to his tie, the teacher looked out of 
the window. Three boys, in spotless white, 
were chatting happily as they walked to- 
gether up the hill toward the chapel. 


How Sad Jack Became Happy 
Jack 


From page 5 


“Well, you'd better stay with me tonight 
and think it over,” the officer said, slipping 
a handcuff around Jack’s wrist. 

Jack did think. He thought all the way 
back to the crossroads where he had begun 
to think “I’m mean.” He could hear his 
daddy saying, “You know, Jack, as a man 


it ence itn 











PUN sat ct 





‘thinketh in his heart, so is he.’” Sitting in 
his cell, he felt sure dad and mom were 
praying for him. And the more he thought, 
the more the way he had been living 
seemed silly, stupid, cowardly, and the more 
determined he became to try a different line 
of thinking. 

“Since this is your first offense, we are go- 
ing to let you out on probation, Jack, but 
you'd better go straight,” the officer said 
next morning. 

“Yes, sir, 1 will.” Jack could not under- 
stand then why he had not growled a surly, 
“Oh, yeah?” But now that he was willing to 
change, little by little it became clear to 
him that something was taking place inside 
that gave him a good feeling. 

“What's the matter with you—getting 
soft?” one of his old pals sneered later on 
that day. 

For a while Jack was so torn between 
wanting more of his new-found happy feel- 
ing and showing the gang he could be 
tougher than any of them, that he was in 
misery. 

But one night, when clouds were scud- 
ding across the moon’s round face and the 
air was nippy with approaching fall, he 
went out under the oak trees behind his 
house and flung himself face down on the 
ground. “Daddy’s God, show me the way,” 
he sobbed. Quiet peace and happiness rolled 
into his heart. 

Jack joined the family at worship the 
next morning, and smiled. He was happy 
from the inside out. He was Sad Jack no 
longer. From now on he was Happy Jack. 


Mary Slessor, Jungle Ma 
From page 8 


things to use, but spears are better.” At last 
Mary knelt before them, pleading. “I am 
getting old in your service,” she said. “For 
years I have walked among you. Now that I 
am too tired to walk, you make me kneel. 
Is this the way of love for the great white 
Ma?” 

“How can we show you that we love you, 
great white Ma?” the old chief asked. 

“In the name of your Father in heaven,” 
Mary told them, “let no more blood be shed.” 

“A small fight would be good,” the war- 
rior who had called her a “woman” said. 
But again he was hushed into silence. 





FRUITS OF THE SPIRIT 


October 


4. Matt. 21:43 The kingdom given to those bear- 
ing good fruit 


5. John 15:12 The measure for our love 

6. Ps. 133:1 How pleasant for brethren to 
dwell in unity 

7. John 14:13 We are to ask in Jesus’ name 

8. Ps. 16:11 Source of true joy 

9. John 15:10 Love and obedience 


10. John 16:24 Answered prayer brings joy 








Later, after the food was eaten, Mary 
walked with the warriors back to their own 
village. They moved along the jungle trail 
slowly, so the great white Ma would not 
fall from weariness. They would have car- 
ried her but she wanted to talk to them. 
She told them of their Saviour all the way 
into their own village. 

Now she had been in Africa 29 years— 
longer than she had lived before she ar- 
rived. It was the year 1905. 

That very year a bearer brought a letter. 
She looked at it awhile before she opened it. 
It was sealed with the seal of the British 
Government. When she finally broke that 
impressive seal, she was surprised by what 
the letter said. “They have asked me to 
serve as a member of the Native Court,” 
she told some of her friends. 

“Many of the Africans are afraid to be 
tried in the courts of the white man. They 
are also afraid to be tried by the black man. 
Perhaps if I serve, always as a Christian, it 
will help them as much as anything I have 
done for them.” So prayerfully Mary Slessor 
accepted the great honor and the big task. 
She was the first woman in the whole British 
Empire ever to be made a magistrate. 

The Government offered her a salary. “I 
will not take it,” she said promptly. “My 
work will be to deal fairly with my dear 
Africans. When justice is done to them— 
well, that will be my pay.” To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference ® 


Theme for fourth quarter: "Lessons From God's Great Book of Nature—Ii" 


[1—The Stars in the Heavens 


(October 10) 


Memory VERSE: “By the word of the Lord 
were the heavens made; and all the host of 
them by the breath of his mouth” (Psalm 33: 
6). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read David’s psalm of meditation on the 
wonders of the heavens—Psalm 8:1-5. Read the 
memory verse a few times, laying a foundation 
for committing it to memory during the week. 


SUNDAY 
Ordained by God 


Open your Bible to Psalm 136. 

Repeat or read the memory verse (Psalm 
33:6). 

The very thought of what is contained in that 
short verse staggers one, doesn’t it? It is possible 
to see with the naked eye 3,000 stars at one time 
and all those stars were made by the breath of 
God. They were all brought into being by a 
word from the Almighty! We read that Christ 
“passed from star to star, from world to world, 
superintending all, by his providence supplying 
the needs of every order of being in his vast 
creation.”—Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 69. 

During what part of the twenty-four-hour day 
were the moon and stars to rule? Read verses 
8 and 9. 

He set them there to keep us from being in 
total darkness. He set them there to guide us. 
From time immemorial the stars have guided 
mariners and travelers who had no compass or 
other means of knowing in what direction they 
were going. “The stars of heaven are under 
God’s control. He fills them with light. He 
guides and directs their movements.”—Gospel 
Workers, p. 14. 
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The stars in their appointed places in the 
heavens praise the Lord by their steadfastness. 
In the 148th psalm, where all of God’s creation 
is called upon to praise Him, the stars have 
their place. “Praise him, all ye stars of light” 
(verse 3). 


For further reading: Testimonies, vol. 8, p. 
8. 


THINK how the stars fit in with God’s plan of 
service for every one of His creatures. 

Pray to be true to the work God has for you 
to do. 


MONDAY 
The Stars Teach Us of God’s Faithfulness 


Open your Bible to Psalm 89. 


The stars have many things to tell us if we 
will watch them and observe them and think 
about them. David and Job, Abraham, Isaiah, 
and Amos were stargazers and they learned 
many things during the dark starlit hours of the 
night. 

“Seek him that maketh the seven stars and 
Orion. . . . The Lord is his name,” says Amos 
(Amos 5:8). He who made the stars and set 
them in their places is the only One who can 
help us in our problems. 

David says, “He telleth the number of the 
stars; he calleth them all by their names” (Ps. 
147:4). 

There are about 10,000 stars in all the heavens 
that are bright enough to be seen, and it is 
possible to photograph 30 billion. 

No one knows the number of the stars. No one 
on earth could name even all that can be seen, 
but our God can. He is able to, and if He 
knows all the stars by name, does He not take 

















an interest in all His children on the earth? 

Perhaps you like to go out at night and look 
for constellations—for the Big Dipper and 
Orion, and for the Milky Way. You know just 
where to look for each in relation to the other, 
for they are always there. They don’t change 
places. They are in their appointed places. This 
fact speaks to us of God’s faithfulness. Read 
what David said in verses 5 and 6. 

For further reading: Education, p. 115, 
pars. 4, 5. 

THINK! As you recognize the stars and planets 
and constellations in their appointed places, do 
they make you think of God's faithfulness? 


GIVE THANKS that our God is always the same 
and everywhere we can reach Him. 


TUESDAY 
Stars Teach of God’s Greatness and Glory 


Open your Bible to Job 26. 

“The heavens declare the glory of God,’ we 
recite; “and the firmament sheweth his handy- 
work” (Ps. 19:1). As we gaze heavenward and 
wonder at the beauty of the heavenly bodies, 
how they shine and twinkle, how far away they 
are, and then think of the One who created 
them, we can’t help thinking of the glory of 
God and of His greatness and His mighty 
power. What constellation is mentioned in the 
13th verse? 

We garnish something when we put on it 
something to make it more beautiful and at- 
tractive. The night sky is garnished with many 
glorious constellations and clusters of stars that 
shine in it! Now read verse 14. 







































































All this glory is just “parts of his ways.” 

God tells those who are worried or in need of 
guidance to look up to the skies for the message 
of the stars: “Lift up your eyes on high, and be- 
hold who hath created these things, that bring- 
eth out their host by number: he calleth them 
all by names by the greatness of his might, for 
that he is strong in power; not one faileth” 
(Isa. 40:26). 

For further reading: Counsels to Parents and 
Teachers, p. 190, par. 3. 

TuInK! Do you take time to let the stars 
speak to you of God’s power? 

Pray to trust Him who keeps the stars in 
place. 


WEDNESDAY 
Constellations of the Bible 


Open your Bible to Job 38. 


You may be surprised to find that several 
stars and constellations are mentioned in the 
Bible. What constellations are mentioned in 
verse 31? 

The Pleiades is a beautiful cluster of stars 
sometimes called the seven sisters. It is near the 
big V-shape of the constellation Taurus (the 
bull). Its brightest star is Alcyone. 

The constellation of Orion is of special inter- 
est to us because of a vision that was given to 
Sister White. Writing about it, she says: “The 
atmosphere parted and rolled back; then we 
could look up through the open space in 
Orion, whence came the voice of God. The Holy 
City will come down through that open space.” 
—Early Writings, p. 41. 

If you cannot already locate Orion, have 
someone point it out to you one night; you 
will find it during October, coming up in the 
east late in the evening. Some say it looks like 
a hunter with a sword hanging from his belt. 

What constellations are mentioned in verse 
32? 

In the margin of your Bible opposite Maz- 
zaroth, you will find “the twelve signs of the 
Zodiac.” These are Aries (ram), Taurus (bull), 
Gemini (twins), Cancer (crab), Leo (lion), 
Virgo (virgin), Libra (balance), Scorpio (scor- 
pion), Sagittarius (archer), Capricorn (goat), 
Aquarius (water bearer), and Pisces (fishes). 

The meaning of Arcturus is “bearguard,” and 
could refer to Ursa Major (the Big Bear or the 
Big Dipper). It is also the name of the bright- 
est star in the constellation of Bootes (hunter). 

For further reading: Early Writings, p. 41. 

THINK how wonderful it will be to travel 
through the heavens when Jesus comes. 

RESOLVE to be among those who will take 
that flight through Orion. 


THURSDAY 


Stars as Signs 





Open your Bible to Matthew 24. 


The story of Creation tells us that one of the 
functions of the stars (as well as of the sun and 
the moon) was to act as signs. “God said, .. . 
And let them be for signs .. .’’ (Gen. 1:14). It 
was a star that acted as a sign and a guide to the 
Wise Men who came from the East to find and 
to worship the infant Jesus. 

What sign in the stars did Jesus foretell to 
show His couiing would be near? Read verse 29. 

This sign took place on November 13, 1833, 
when a wonderful display of falling stars was 
seen. 

“Many who witnessed the falling of the stars, 
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looked upon it as a herald of the coming judg- 
ment,—‘an awful type, a sure forerunner, a 
merciful sign, of that great and dreadful day.’ 
Thus the attention of the people was directed to 
the fulfillment of prophecy, and many were led 
to give heed to the warning of the second ad- 
vent.”—The Great Controversy, p. 334. 

For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 333. 


THINK how good it is to know by the falling 
of the stars that earth’s history is drawing to a 
close. 


Pray to be ready when the event the stars 
foretold comes to pass. 


FRIDAY 


In the following statements choose the correct 
words from the ones that are italicized. Put 
circles around them. 

1. God ordained the stars to rule the morn- 
ing, evening, night. 

2. It is possible to see at one time with the 
naked eye at night 2,000, 3,000, 200 stars. 

3. God knows the names, numbers, of all the 
stars. 

4. Job, Amos, Isaiah, David, wrote about the 
wonders of the stars and of the One who made 
them. 

5. Orion, the Pleiades, Mazzaroth, Arcturus, 
the Milky Way, are mentioned in the book of 
Job. 

6. Sister White tells us that the New Jerusa- 
lem will descend to the earth through the Big 
Dipper, Orion, the Pleiades. 

7. Stars were a sign of the first, second advent 
of Christ. 

Review the memory verse. 





Mary Slessor, Jungle Ma 
From page 19 


People liked to come before Mary Sles- 
sor to be tried. Not that they liked to go to 
court. But if a man was caught doing wrong, 
the great white Ma could understand his 
explanation. He didn’t need to have some- 
one try to explain his words in English. 
Mary could understand his language, and 
she could talk his language. No words be- 
came twisted by going from one mouth to 
another before they reached the ear of the 
big magistrate. 

Not everyone was found “not guilty.” 
When Mary thought that a wrong had 
really been done, she sentenced the wrong- 
doer to a proper punishment. She charged 


him a fine. Then she took the man or 
woman home with her to work out the fine. 
Even her African friends laughed about 
this. “The great white Ma is more smart 
than twenty witch doctors,” they said. 

Mary laughed right along with them. “It 
is well to be smart in the service of the 
Lord,” she said. Everyone nodded wisely. All 
knew that Mary brought the people home 
to work for her for only one reason. She 
talked to them about Jesus, the Saviour, 
while they worked out their fines. The 
British Empire had honored Mary by mak- 
ing her a magistrate. She honored God by 
turning that work to His service. 

The girl who had worked in a mill in 
Scotland was growing old and tired as the 
years passed. For ten years she served the 
court. During all her years in Africa, thirty- 
nine of them, she had taken in dozens of 
children. They were her greatest testimony 
for the happy Christian life. 

Now many of them gathered around her. 
It was 1915, and for a long year much bad 
news had come from Europe. The people 
there were fighting one another. It was a 
great grief to the white missionary. 

“It is not good for the Africans to hear 
that people who call themselves Christians 
are killing one another,” she mourned. She 
was ill, and her heart cried out that her 
beloved people would not turn away from 
their Saviour. 

“Do not fear, great white Ma,” her peo- 
ple told her. “We know that evil does not 
come from God. We know that men must 
let Him live in their hearts before He can 
make them like Himself. We will go on 
praying and believing. We know of Jesus 
Christ and yoh, it is good.” 

They were happy words to hear as God 
called her to her rest. 


The End 
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E:THER of these exciting books 
will take you to the cold and iso- 
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SHARNA OF ROCKY BAY Price, $2.50 
by Alice Mertie Underhill 


From the cold and isolated regions of Labrador comes 
this story of youth. The fishing village is the scene 

of thrilling adventures, particularly after the new 
teacher from “outside” came to the community. 


SHARNA AND POGGY Price, $2.50 
by Alice Mertie Underhill 


This is a sequel to SHARNA OF ROCKY BAY. The 
fishing village feels the influence of the gospel story 
as lived in the daily experiences of sincere 

boys and girls. 





Order from your church missionary secretary or your Book and Bible House. 
Pacific Press Publishing Association, Mountain View, California 
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THINK-2 
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WHO IS BEING HEALTHFUL? 
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To Win Friends Should You... 


Keep your circle of friends small and not let 
new people join? 
Be friendly with as many people as possible? 


Keep telling people how you used to do things 
where you came from? 


Tell people about the mistakes they make? 

Be quick to fight back if people tease you, so 
they will know they have to respect you? 

Always be sure to let people know when you 
get a good grade or make a high score? 


Laugh when people tease you, remembering that 
teasing is often a form of friendship? 


Always wear a happy, cheerful face? 


Be sympathetic when people are sad, and never 
laugh at their troubles? 


Be sure to let people know you can do things 
better than they can? 


Let people think they can do some things, at 
least, better than you can? 


Be generous and willing to share? 
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WHAT WILL THEY GROW UP TO BE? 


Draw a line from the baby to the adult 
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8. What will YOU grow up to be? 


Answers 
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